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One of the novices was a fine noble looking boy, a gentleman's
son, with a sweet open face and fair clustering curly hair. He had
been sent to the new monastery by his parents to learn to be a monk.
The boy seemed to be devoted to Father Ignatius and came running
up with a basket of mushrooms he had just bought to show them to
the Father. His cowl was thrown back and his fair young head,
bright face and sunny hair made a striking contrast with his black
robe. 'Yes, dear Father. No, dear Father/ And ofFhe went in high
delight with his mushrooms and the approval of the Father, as
happy as a king and much happier. Poor child. I wonder if he will
ever become a monk. I hope he is reserved for a better fate. He
shook hands with us all before he went off to the barn. His hand
was as small, soft and white as a girl's. They called him 'Manny'.
Another of the novices, of lower rank in life, one who waited on
us at luncheon, had a peculiarly sweet and beautiful face. He is
called Brother Placidus.

I stood in the lane near the Honddu bridge for some time talking
with Father Ignatius. I asked him if he would not find an ordinary
dress more convenient and practical and less open to insult and objec-
tion. But he scouted the idea of abandoning his distinctive monastic
dress. He said he had once given it up for a few days, but he felt
like a deserter and traitor till he took to the habit again. Then he
again became happy. The Bishop of Gloucester and Bristol, he said,
had suggested the same thing, but he turned the tables on the Bishop
by asking him why he did not discard his own foolish and meaning-
less dress, far more irrational than the Benedictine habit, every part
of which has its meaning. The Bishop laughed and said there was a
good deal in what Father Ignatius said. He thinks the Bishops are
coming round to his side. "We shook hands and departed. 'Good-
bye, Father,' he said with an earnest kindly look, 'and thank you for
your good wish. You must come and see us again when we have
our guest house ready/ When we had parted a little way and our
roads had diverged he called out through the half screen of a hazel
hedge, 'Father! Will you remember us the next time you celebrate
the Holy Communion?' 'Yes/ I replied, *I will/

Saturday, 3 September

The news was brought from Hereford this afternoon that Mac-
Mahon's army had been surrounded and had capitulated and that